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dull, voracious, spotted, and not particularly envenomed
mosquitoes. When I was still, I kept Buhac powder
burning by me on a stone under the shed, and read
Livy, and confused to-day and two thousand years ago,
and wondered in which of these epochs I was flourish-
ing at that moment; and then I would stroll out, and
see the rocks and the woods, and the arcs of beaches,
curved like a whorl in a fair woman's ear, and huge
ancient trees, jutting high overhead out of the hanging
forest, and feel the place at least belonged to the age of
fable, and awaited ^Eneas and his battered fleets.

"Showers fell often in the night; some sounding
from far off like a cataract, some striking the house,
but not a drop came in. ... At night a cry of a wild
cat-like creature in the bush. Far up on the hill one
golden tree; they say it is a wild cocoanut: I know it
is not, they must know so too; and this leaves me free
to think it sprang from the gold bough of Proserpine.

"The morning was all in blue; the sea blue, blue in-
shore upon the shallows, only the blue was nameless;
the horizon clouds a blue like a fine pale porcelain, the
sky behind them a pale lemon faintly warmed with
orange. Much that one sees in the tropics is in water-
colours, but this was in water-colours by a young lady."

The mention of Livy recalls a curious circumstance,
and raises besides the question of Stevenson's classical
studies.

A year or two later he told me that he had read sev-
eral books of Livy at this time, but found the style
influencing him to such an extent that he resolved to
read no more, just as in earlier days he had been driven
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